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Which Comes First? 


By MARY R. M. HARBISON 


(Scene 1) 


(Mrs. Wallace and Miss Allison seated in Mrs. Wellington’s living-room. 
Mrs. Wellington enters.) 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: Well, you dear old girls! I’m delighted to see you. 
It seems a perfect age since we three got together for a good, old talk. 
I know I didn’t see either of you all last week. It’s just rush, rush, 
rush all the time. When Fred came in from the office at noon, he said 
he thought I looked a bit tired and pale, and begged me to run down 
to Atlantic City for a month or six weeks. 


Mrs. Wattace: Bert said he thought I ought to go away for a few weeks, 
but I don’t know—there are so many interesting things going on now 
right here at home. I have invitations to five card parties the next 
two weeks, and I certainly want to see them through. 


Miss ALLIsoN: Oh, I must tell you what happened to me the other day! 
You know you told me that Miss Ogden carries the Missionary Society 
on her shoulders wherever she goes. Well didn’t she attack me! 
Imagine me belonging to that dry Missionary Society! Of course, I 
belong to the church and go to it too. Why, I have just the greatest 
admiration for dear Dr. Bronson, and I think his sermons are perfectly 
lovely. But why, can you tell me, should I pay a dollar and a half 
a year to Miss Ogden, and sit two mortal hours once a month in that 
Missionary Society? 


She’s all right, and I didn’t want to hurt her feelings, so I thanked 
her for asking me to join, but I told her my time was so filled up, 
I really felt I ought not to make any more dates. What do you think 
she said? That there were several members who felt they couldn’t 
attend all the meetings, but were quite willing to contribute, and she 
would be so glad to add my name to her list. In other words—please 
pay for it anyway, whether you want it or not. (A peal of merry 
laughter from the other two.) 


Mrs. WALLACE: Well, isn’t that the limit? How did you get out of that? 


Miss ALLISON: Oh, I told her I would think it over but just now there 
are so many calls on one’s pocketbook. 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: Excuse me just a minute, girls. I want you to sample 
some chocolates I bought when I was downtown this morning. (Bring- 
ing the chocolates.) 1 must tell you about these chocolates. What 
do you think I paid for them? Oh, you’d never guess—just eighty 
cents a pound! They’re regular dollar and a half kind, but I was fortun- 
ate enough to happen on a special Saturday morning sale of them—so I 
bought five pounds. Do take more—we ought to use them while 
they’re so fresh. (A knock at the door. Enter Miss Ogden. Greetings 
from all.) 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: Well, Miss Ogden, I know what you're after, your 
dollar and thirty cents. I’ve belonged to that society for years, but 
I usually forget just when you want your money. It’s a good thing 
you're willing to come after it or I’m very much afraid you’d never 
get it. (All this in a very pleasant tone of voice.) 


Miss OGDEN: At our last meeting it was proposed that we'd each try to 
give a little more this year. 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: More! How much more? 


Miss OGDEN: As much as you feel you can, but if each member would give 
two dollars it would make quite a difference in our treasury. 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: Well, prices are certainly going up! If you feel that 
way about it, I guess I’ll just have to ask you to take my name off 
your list. 


Miss OGDEN: Oh, please, Mrs. Wellington, don’t say that. I’m more than 
glad to accept whatever you choose to give for this great cause, 
and I certainly want to keep you on my list. 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: (Smiling sweetly) I have the dollar and thirty cents 
in this envelope all ready to give to you, for this is the third trip after 
it this year. (Hands it to her.) 1 wish you all success. (Miss Ogden 
goes out.) (Young girl’s voice calls) Mother dear, I’m home. 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: All right, sweetheart, come here and speak to Mrs. 
Wallace and Miss Allison. (Enter Marjory.) I was just thinking 
you ought to be getting home. 


Marjory: You know this was the day for all our crowd to go to Miss 
Gordon’s to talk over her plans of organizing a Tuxis Club. 


Miss ALLISON: What did you do? 


Marjory: Oh, we organized. She’s going to meet with us once a month, 


Mrs. 


and we'll have a social time and light refreshments after the meeting, 
and she asked us each to pledge a dollar a year as a membership fee. 
(Turning to her Mother.) 1 thought I could save mine, Mother dear, 
out of my allowance. You know you allow me to go to the movies 
two times a week with the girls, and I thought if I’d only go once 
for just a little while, I could easily make it up. 


WELLINGTON: What about your money for the claim in Showchow 
Station, China, that you promised in Sunday school? 


Marjory: Well, you see, we always go for ice-cream after the movies, and 


Mrs. 


Mrs. 


Mrs. 


Mrs. 


we thought if we would give up that just one time each week for 
just a little bit of a while, we could save a dollar a year for that. That’s 
all we have to give, and it won’t take awfully long to save that much. 


WELLINGTON: All right, dearie, run along now, I see Alice coming 
up the walk to call for you this minute. (Marjory goes out.) 


WELLINGTON: (furning to her friends). Now there it is again! 
What do you think of that? I declare our church keeps asking for 
something all the time. Wouldn’t you think fifty cents apiece would 
be enough for the Juniors? Of course, I wouldn’t want to say any- 
thing, like that before Marjory, the child is so conscientious that when 
she promises to give a thing, she'll give it even if she must deny herself 
to do it. 


Wattace: Well, look at me with my two girls. Helen and Marion 
are so near the same age, that what one does, the other must do. I 
tell you things double for me. 


WELLINGTON: My little Eleanor is in the Primary class, you know, 
and while they’re not expected to give as much as the girls of thirteen 
and fourteen years, still there’s generally a little something going on. 


Miss ALLISON: Oh, I just fell in love with your Eleanor in her new coat 


Mrs. 


and hat. Doesn’t she look darling in them? 


WELLINGTON: She does look real cunning in them, and that was such 
an inexpensive outfit, too. Would you believe it, I only paid fifty 
dollars for them. You see, it isn’t worth while to get Eleanor anything 
really good, she’s growing so fast, and wears her things such a very 
short time. (Phone rings.) That’s my phone. Dear girls! I hope 
it’s not about that Home Mission box. Have some more chocolates 
while I run to answer it. 


Miss ALLISON: What does she mean by a Home Mission box? 


Mrs. WaLLAcE: Our worthy president asked me the other day if I had any- 
thing for the box. Every year they send a box of things to a mis- 
sionary or school in the South, second-hand clothing, you know, and 
just such things you don’t know what else to do with. She’s welcome 
to them, I’m sure, but actually, I never thought of it after she asked 
me, I have so much on my mind, and I haven’t a thing ready. She 
promised to call me up before she’d send for the things. (Mrs. Welling- 
ton returns.) 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: Well, who do you suppose was at the other end of 
that line? None other than Marie White. She wanted to tell me 
about that pretty Mrs. Fitz-Gerald. You remember her, she was a 
member of our Dramatic Club, and her husband was promoted and 


they moved away from here two years ago. Well, she’s coming back for 
a visit next week, and Marie White wants to know if we don’t think 


it would be lovely for her old club members to show her a good time. 


Miss ALLISON: Surely, for one thing we can have a theatre party. We can 
get splendid tickets for “The Show Boat” for six dollars an a half 
apiece. 


Mrs. WaLLace: And then, don’t you know that pretty little tea-room just 
around the corner from Proctors? They make a specialty of theatre 
parties, and we can set up a little dinner for only two dollars and a 
half a plate. 


Miss ALLISON: That will be awfully nice. I’m sure I’ll be glad to do it. 
(Both ladies rise to depart.) Well, good-bye, we'll see you at church 
tomorrow, I suppose? 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: Oh, yes, I don’t think it’s going to be too warm, (or 
cold) the air’s just right now, anyway. Good-bye, so glad you came. 


(Scene 2) 
(Miss Ogden’s home. Mrs. Bronson enters to call on Miss Ogden.) 
Miss OGDEN: Good evening, Mrs. Bronson, I’m so glad to see you. 


Mrs. Bronson: I thought I'd run over to see you a little while and leave 
my husband to an undisturbed Saturday evening. I can confide in you, 
Miss Ogden, that he is much troubled as to how to awaken our people 
to the great subject of Missions. He said to me only this evening, 
“They are such dear generous people to me, but I surely fail to stir 
them when it comes to being generous to those other brethren, those 
needy people in both Home and Foreign fields. Many of our women 
worked night and day for the Red Cross, some of them far beyond 


their strength. Then there’s the new city hospital. Some of them 
were willing to meet and sew, week after week, for that; but 
these activities are both slumbering now and my church looks dead. 
He was so discouraged, and just with that the telephone bell rang and 
the Sunday school superintendent, Mr. Williams, called up to say he 
had asked our Sunday school last week if they wouldn’t like to stake 
a claim in Showchow Station. He asked the teachers to see all absent 
class members, and send the final report to him. 


Miss OcDEN: I heard something about that. It seems the good work began 
in the Primary room with little Eleanor Wellington. As soon as the 


children were told about it, she immediately promised a dollar that her 
Daddy had given her. 


Mrs. Bronson: Others took it up at once, and we got enough for four 
claims. Reports came in too late for the bulletin, but he thought 
my husband would like to know tonight, so he can announce it 
tomorrow. He felt so thankful to Mr. Williams for telling him, it 
quite cheered him. As he turned from the phone he said to me, “And 
a little child shall lead them.” He said he prayed that he might have 
faith as a little child, that he might be filled with the Holy Spit 
to lead, to guide these people. 


Miss OGDEN: You say, Dr. Bronson is going to give us a missionary sermon 
tomorrow morning. I thought I would stand at the church door, 
and give out as many as possible of our Thank Offering envelopes. 
So that will come in quite well, won’t it? 


Mrs. BRONSON: Yes, indeed, that will be just the time. I hope the service 
will be blest. (Rising to go.) 


Miss OGDEN: Don’t go yet, I love to have you here. 


Mrs. Bronson: Really, I must. It always does me good to see you even 
for a few minutes. Good night, come over to see us. 


Miss OGDEN: Yes, thank you. Good night, do come soon again. (To her- 
self) Dear Dr. Bronson is so sincere and earnest always. 


(Scene 3) 


(Sunday afternoon, Mrs. Wellington’s living-room. Mrs. Wellington hold- 
ing up her envelope and reading.) 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: “Praise Service,” ““And How Much Owest Thou?” I’m 
sure, I don’t know. I only know I never, never can pay the debt of love 
I owe, but from now on I promise to try to make amends for my 


thoughtless giving. (Meditates a second.) V'll write out a check at once. 
(Walks to her desk and writes. Enter Mrs. Wallace and Miss Allison. 
Mrs. Wellington looks up from writing.) 


Mrs. WELLINGTON: Oh, girls, I’m so glad to see you; I must talk these 
things out with you. 


Mrs. WaLLace: We just had to come. 


Miss ALLISON: Did you ever hear anything like dear Dr. Bronson’s sermon 
this morning? ‘““These ought ye to have done, and not to leave the 
other undone.” How he praised our women about their work for the 
Red Cross, and the hospital, and all the city charities. And then 
commended the Sunday school for taking scholarships, but there’s 
more than that to be done. (All look much impressed.) 


Mrs. Wautace: I feel I'll never forget his closing words as long as I live. 
The way he said, “Oh, my friends, my dearly beloved friends. ‘These 
ought ye to have done, and not leave the other undone?? The world 
is the field, and God so loved the world that He gave—gave what? 
His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life? And how can they believe if they 
never hear, and how can they hear? My dear people, it all comes back 
to each individual Christian, and your part of the responsibility rests 
with you.” 


Miss ALLISON: (rising) I’m going straight home and write out a check 
for the Missionary Society, and get it to Miss Ogden immediately. 
Mrs. Wau.ace: I'll do the same thing, and to save time of mailing, if you 
give me yours, [ll have my chauffeur run right over to her door with 

them now. (Both leave.) 


(Scene 4) 
(The Manse, Sunday afternoon. Enter Miss Ogden) 


Miss OGDEN: Mrs. Bronson, look what I have! (holds up 3 envelopes). 
I felt Dr. Bronson ought to know this at once. Please read Mrs. Wel- 
lington’s letter and look at her check! 


Dr. BRONSON: (reads) “I want to confess to you that this check looks much 
smaller to me now than the dollar and thirty cents has looked for the 
past ten years. Dear Dr. Bronson, together with the little verse at 
the top of the Praise Service envelopes, has opened my eyes!” 


Miss OGDEN: Here’s Miss Allison’s note. 


Mrs. BRonson: (reads) “I promised to think about joining the Missionary 
Society. After hearing Dr. Bronson this morning, I don’t feel it 
necessary to think a minute longer! I want a part in this great work. 
Enclosed please find my check.” (Thoughtfully.) Wonderful! Won- 
derful! 


Miss OGDEN: I see you’re ready to go out. I'll leave these with you to 
show Dr. Bronson. 


Mrs. BRONSON: Dr. Bronson was asked to make an address at the “Y.” 
and I was going with him. Do come again, won’t you? 


Miss OGDEN: Oh, yes, surely. Good-bye. 


(Scene 5) 
(Miss Ogden’s home. Mrs. Bronson enters.) 
Mrs. Bronson: Thank you so much for showing us these letters and checks. 


Miss OcDEN: Well, I wanted Dr. Bronson to see them as soon as possible. 
Something in his earnest voice and manner, as he preached that strong 
missionary sermon, struck a responsive chord in many a heart this 
day. I felt our people left the church more quietly than is their 
usual way, and walked thoughtfully homeward. We really want to 
do the things which should come first. 


Mrs. BRONSON: It was kind of you to come right over. Dr. Bronson’s face 
glowed as he read those letters and saw the splendid checks. He would 
have come over to see you and returned them himself, but you know 
he’s a commissioner to the Synod, and he’s obliged to leave on the night 
train in order to reach there in time for an important committee meet- 
ing. 


Miss OGDEN: I understood he was going to Synod. 


Mrs. BRONSON: He feels so deeply thankful that his message has brought 
about such wonderful results. He said to me, “I think my Master 
has accepted my service and permitted me to be the voice. It is the 
Master’s influence—not mine. What hath God wrought.” As he 
went back to his study, I heard him softly singing, ‘Praise God from 
whom all blessings flow.” 


CURTAIN. 


